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be successful with his Boy Scouts. But it was all I could summon
up. I was disappointed and hurt with Lyudwig.
Up to this moment, what I had seen of the war in Russia had
really not impressed me very much. There were plenty of military
uniforms to be seen in the streets of the capital, the newspapers were
selling well with the latest reports from the fronts, and in a cinema
which I visited in the evening to see my first news film of the war
the proceedings were held up for nearly half an hour while the band
solemnly played all the national anthems of the Allies and the
audience loudly cheered and sang each one in turn. But the offices
I had visited in Petrograd in fulfilment of my missions seemed just
as dismayed and unorganized as those I had seen in Archangel, and
the attitude of Lyudwig had been rather a blow. If this was in any
way typical of what was happening all over the country it certainly
was not going to be so easy for Russia to win its share of the war.
1 was viewing everything now, of course, through the eyes of my
Archangel captain.
My first week in the shipping office was also rather disheartening.
I had another interview with Zelenofif and was given a desk in the
Marine Department checking accounts. This was all very well. I
knew I had to learn the job, but I had expected to begin with some-
thing a little more interesting than checking through an English
engineering company's bills for ship repairs. It seemed almost like
stabbing my own country in the back. Besides, the bills were all
months old. My work had nothing to do with the war. I wondered
if Zelenoff was purposely putting me in a backwater, and wrote to
Archangel to ask the captain's advice about it. This Zelenoff had
had an unusual career for a Russian business man. I was told the
story by one of my fellow clerks. He was now a dapper little man
with fair hair slightly touched with silver streaks and every inch a
typical business man. But his parents had been very poor and had
sent him to sea while he was only a small boy. While he was serving
as a first mate he had met the daughter of a Petrograd merchant
who was making a fortune out of a turkish-bath establishment, and
they had fallen in love and married. It had been one of the most-
talked-of romances of pre-war Petrograd. Not long before the war
broke out Zelenoff had conceived the idea of a shipping company
with exclusively Russian capital, and with the help of his rich
father-in-law had financed it and secured the Grand Duke Alexander
for company chairman. The war had now thrust him into the
limelight with a big opportunity, and it remained to see what he
would do with it. I liked Zelenoff. He had been charming to me
and had seemed energetic. But I was in a frame of mind to be sus-
picious of everybody*